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LVH
Be this Pritvi trans-sensuously present
As the ideal maze of the intended
As coiled serpent on a moist bed
Of sleeping alluvia, quiet, unrent
By this nude seed or sensuous development                                        \
Or the doom of waters which by oars led                                              '>
By floats and boats ensouled introverted
Beneath the drapery of Soma bent                                                        ;
On its depth-experience of moolaadhaar                                               *
That tiny-cella-feel, the dark nothing        *                                             j
That enveloped moment in the vaulted far                                            ]
Within and inward as emphasized ring
Of a vessel as thought of from a star
Below, up, under close outer casing!
Lvni
Does the nenuphar bear the mark of beat " With the grand cycles of the dusty stars With the female side of the moon or mars Of some night or spring or warm tropic heat Some lily, equinox or melos-sweet? While fickle human mind nudges the bars Of tense, polarities of light, of scars Of wound and weapon., battle and retreat! The flower blows as spring, blood, sex, tide and race And water-deep, it cycles the crank of Time But mine eye too wary in twilight haze Kneads the pauseless petals, never past their prime In their wakeful state of the floral pace Linking destiny, yuga and its mime.
21 .ons, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
